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Us 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks to Katelyn for her great beta work. Oh, and David quotes an excerpt of a song \"Wots.. uh the 
Deal\" by Roger Waters. 


During the rehearsal all | could do was try to hide how touched | was while at the same time | secretly cursed 
myself for having not predicted the depth of my emotion beforehand. Seriously though, being the kind of 
person | am, how could | possibly expect it to be this hard? 


| mean, yeah, | have always found him attractive. But is there any person on this earth who never has? A 
rhetorical question | think, however many people stopped thinking of him as cute somewhere in the 80's, when 
he was gradually putting on weight and all. Yet | never did. And of course I'd be damned if | ever admitted it. 


However, to be honest | really think I'm ageing in a better fashion than he. | could see that exceptionally clearly 
when we passed a great mirror on our way to the stage. | hardly resisted the urge to just stop there, 
embrace him by the arms and say: "Now look, you silly bastard, look what's happened to us. Look what's 
happened to you, Dave". 


Of course | didn't do that. And it's not as if | wanted to hurt him, okay, at least not too much, but that's not 
the case. It was nothing but one of my customary fits of need to have my superiority confirmed. | have never 
stopped being the one in charge and he fucking well knows that, though | can live without making him say it 


loud. It's just another of so many things | want to do to him and | know | never will. 


Yeah, about those things.. No, it's better not to think of them now. They're not safe anymore here in this limo 
we share on our way to the post-gig party in some big fish's mansion And | have to say proudly it was my 
idea to do this. | let everyone think that | suggested this solution only so that the public can be even more 
delighted with renewed friendship of the two honourable rock legends, but it's only half of the true. The real 
thing is, | wanted to be with Dave completely alone at least for a short while, before we'll both get chewed up 
by the party, crowds of people and our respective wives who already await us there. | fucking needed this 


moment with him. Of course, the bastard has no idea. 


But he's also clueless about so many other things. For instance, I've never told him how much | fancied him in 
the early 10's. Of course, he could have already worked it all out by himself but somehow | doubt it. Even 
after that party 

| am aware it's not too wise to elaborate on this memory while David is sitting five feet next to me, but | 


think I'll let those thoughts flow unrestrained through my head after all, if just for a brief while. 


It was the summer of |1912, we were both young and beautiful, and so drugged up we could probably sail up in 
the air without too much effort - but we decided to fuck instead. It wasn't even real sex, we just rubbed 
against one another, both almost fully dressed, our zips open and cocks trembling frantically, like two animals in 
rut, until we both came all over our bellies. Would he believe that until today this memory wakes me up in the 
middle of some nights, aroused to the verge of pain and with no possibility of a satisfying release? Or that the 
truth is he was the one really stoned and | faked because | had sobered up as soon as | felt his hands on me? 
But he'll never know that - amongst other reasons, because we've never exchanged a single word about it. 
Somehow | believe he remembers that night though, | still can see it deep down in those stunning eyes of his, 
even after all those years. By these eyes, I'd recognize him at the world's end, no matter how much older he'd 
look then. | hate myself for wanting him so badly even now, but the worst thing is that it's not the gorgeous 
creature he used to be that | desire. No, | want him in his present form, with this whole 2005 David Gilmour 
chubbiness. Just because it's him and who he is now is simply a complement to the gorgeous young man | once 


knew and lo.. 
| realize we've arrived at our destination and also that we haven't exchanged a single word all the way here. 


eR 


The party is annoying me. Laurie left about half an hour ago, a migraine of course. | usually don't have any 
difficulty being the life and soul at banquets, yet today is different. | am well used to being the one everyone's 
looking at, its nothing new to have to share their curiosity with someone else either - but still, | can't help 
feeling | don't fit here and it has got even worse after I've been left alone. | know | should stay a bit longer, 
even though | already talked to Dave and Polly once - some trivial stuff, | don't think | can recall a single thing 


they said. Maybe if | had listened, but | was too concentrated on how much Polly's girlish animation and David's 


cold politeness are getting on my nerves and why the fuck his smile looks as if someone glued it to his face. 


l'm talking with two guys now, not really caring who they are or what they are saying. | can't force myself to 
think of anything but my approaching headache until | notice David among the crow. | don't see Polly anywhere 
around, so ignoring my boring companions, | try to catch his attention Finally, he gives me a short wave and 
with an absent smile he goes back to talking to two delighted twenty-something girls. | don't actually see their 
faces, but for me its too obvious they must be wetting their pants in excitement. Fuck this. 


| apologize to my interlocutors and go in search of some fresh air. | leave the room through terrace door and 
decide to take a walk around the large garden It's dark, cold, and the sky looks as if it was going to rain any 
minute, so | truly hope not to meet anyone. | am far enough now not to hear the noises coming from the 


house anymore and | finally set my frustration free. 


For fuck's sake, why does David always have to be such an asshole? He knows this concert would have never 
worked if not for my sacrifice and good will. Can't he at least show some respect for once in his life? | know | 
would, were | in his position God knows | missed it all - not only working, playing with him, but also just his 
mere presence. It's probably the fault of my age, but all our past issues seemed to disappear when | once 
again saw him making love to his guitar at the rehearsal. There's even more - | realized it's been years since | 
had ceased caring about them at all, | just never allowed myself to think of if before. Since that moment, | 
wanted nothing more than spend some time with him, okay, as much time as possible, basking in the beams of 


David Gilmour fat old sun. 


We were in the same car and | didn't say a word. 


Now we're at the same party and | can't stand him. 


But what have | expected? Did | count on the fact that he might finally come to his senses just like | did? Too 
much faith in people, Roger. Typical. Apparently, you are turning into a sentimental old fool. 

But if only.. If only he had said anything important, not even necessarily using words. One little gesture just to 
confirm.. Again, what exactly? And do | really need it so much? No, most certainly not - if | did, | would have 
done something myself. Hell, | really would, were it not so pathetically beyond my dignity.. 


".. No wind left in my soul and Ive grown old - Roger Waters, please don't tell me at the age of 62 you've finally 


grown out of parties?" 

| stop in the middle of my next step and turn around just to see him standing on the path behind me. Of 
course it's him, now that | took the liberty of exposing my own vulnerability - wrong place and wrong time, 
who else could it be? It would be the most pitiful thing for me to feel excited about this tete a tete, wouldn't 
it? | have no idea what is my idiotic heart thinking, pounding in my chest like this. 


"Did tonight's concert look to you as if there was no wind left then?" 


Jesus, what a stupid thing to say. Pull yourself together, now! 


| can hardly see his face in the darkness, but the timbre of his voice indicates a smile. 
"You know, | had no idea | missed it so much. | wanted us to be all alone to tell you." 
Holy Jesus. 


"and | couldn't quite form my thoughts in the limo.. Too much adrenaline, you know. But honestly, it means so 
much to me." 


And Holy Mary. 
".. even though we are both well aware it will never happen again." 


There. Such a perfectly caustic needle, and very subtle, too - not very Gilmour style, is it? He must have 


learnt that from Polly. Women.. 
"Of course, it won't evoke the past, but I'm terribly glad we did it. As for a one-shot event.” 
Why the hell I'm letting him out-talk me like this? What is wrong with me? Why is he standing so close? 


"You know what they say, David," | finally speak, putting all the effort into not sounding as if my whole body 


were trembling. "Never say never." 


"No, Roger," the answer is rapid and bitter but unexpectedly followed by gentle laughter. "No, in this case, 
never really means.. never. Just like that. Again, | was delighted to reminisce..." 


| stopped listening. I'm freaking out. Is he going to go away when he finishes this stupid little speech? Will he 
leave me alone in the darkness? Too many questions, again. | just don't want to be left here, like a too tall, 
gray-haired and desperately alone helpless doll. | know I'm acting like a teenager, | do my best to remember 
that, as Dave was polite enough to point out, | am 62, but it doesn't help. 


Not a bit. 

"David," | say all of a sudden, not caring if | might be actually interrupting him. "Do you love Polly?" 

"What?" His voice is full of disbelief. 

"You heard me and don't pretend you're an idiot. You don't think | spent the last twenty years ignoring your 
existence, do you? That | haven't read any articles about you? | want an honest answer. Don't you think | 


deserve it?" 


"| really don't." 


| desperately gulp for air. 


.. don't think you do. But I'll tell you anyway - | can blame it on the charm of this night later. Yes, | do love 
Polly. Very much. More than anyone else in the world. She has always been there for me when | needed her, 


giving me all her support. Please don't tell me you need further details, Roger." 


His words don't hurt me - | can feel them burning into my skin, but there's no pain - perhaps there will be 
time for that later. Right now, it is an explicit confirmation of what I've known for years. I'm not going to let it 
past my wall while David is still here so close to me. | am not.. Oh fuck. In a sudden movement, | turn my back 


at him. 
"Roger?" There is a distinct shade of concern in his voice. "Are you all right?" 


| am not. | will never, ever be, and | have never been, or perhaps once | was, for a short and sweet night in 
1912, the only night in my life which that was worth something, and it was enough to make me weak for ages. 
Pathetic. Any other paranoids in the audience tonight? 


"Thank you very much, | just feel dizzy, maybe I've caught a cold. Dave, if you don't mind and don't have 
anything else to say, | think | had better." 


| realize | am speaking to him while still showing him my back which must look incredibly stupid, so with a 
mortifying blush | turn around. 


He's standing not more than two feet away from me, the whole two fucking feet, and there's moonlight dancing 
on his face. | have never seen him wearing an expression like this before, there are so many feelings mixed up 


together l'm completely incapable of telling them one from the other. 


"If you thought," his voice is glinting with amusement, but at the same time it seems strangely honest, "this 
gig could erase everything that had happened between us, you would be an idiot.. but | know you better than 
this. Oh Roger, | know you so well yet you're still able to surprise me." 


But then it's he that surprises me. Before | could say anything, | feel his arms around me and probably with 
the most idiotic expression | have ever had, | automatically bend my head and press it to his chest. A hug - 
friendly, mellowed and balanced, just like David these days. He knows | didn't expect anything from him, there's 
still so much resentment in him, and yet.. he gives me this. Should | feel dignified, humiliated, or..? 


After a short while he's about to let go of me and it's just then that | stake everything on one card, lifting 
my head and kissing him on the lips. At first he stiffens, but when | proceed | can feel his defense go down. 
When he begins to actually respond to the light pressure of my mouth, | take more and more, and suddenly 
it's a full kiss, a real fucking open-mouthed French kiss. | do feel like an excited adolescent now, but it doesn't 
matter anymore. | relish the taste of alcohol inside his mouth, | lick it off with the tip of my tongue. It is mine 
now, that particular flavour. Its something no one else will ever have, not even Polly. 


| feel | already am almost fully hard, but it doesn't surprise me - after all, I've just got a kiss I've spent half 
of my life waiting for. David's lips brush my chin now and after that, they caress my cheekbones. It feels as if 
we were both taking up a familiar, old journey, even though neither of us has ever done this before. | don't 
dare to embrace him, but he is bolder than me and his nimble fingers entwine with my long hair, while his 
other hand goes under the material of my white shirt. It seems that | really am a helpless doll after all, as | 
have no idea what to do with my own hands or more importantly - how to react to the endeavours of a man 
I've been hating and loving and loathing and lusting after for over thirty years. It's certainly not my own 
attractiveness nor the potential lack of skills that bothers me.. well okay, | haven't been with another man 
before but he probably hasn't either (at least that's what | prefer to believe in) - no, | just still feel as if it 


was all too easy to scare him off if he suddenly realized it really is Roger Waters he's.. 
Going. Down. On. Oh, Jesus Christ. 


Kneeling in front of me, for a moment he's just resting his palms on my hips, panting as heavily as | am. Then | 
hear my trousers unzipped and | tremble with the anticipation. He takes out my cock and | feel hot breath 
fanning my groin. | desperately moan and a single tear flows from the corner of my eye. Thankfully, David can't 


see it.. so why the hell he has suddenly stopped? 

| look down on him and | see him slightly shaking his head. 

"I can't do this, Roger." 

In a moment, all my arousal flows away in one violent tide. Dave gently attempts to redress me, but | brutally 
pull his hands away and do it myself. Boring my eyes into the ground, | try to regain my composure as | 
search inside of my head for proper words. | need the most painful words in the world now; | need something 


that will leave him angry and broken for weeks. Perhaps if | say something nasty about Polly.. 


"Roger, please listen to me." | don't look at him but | know he's already risen from his knees, apparently 


standing too close again. And the mocking, feigned concern in his voice. 

| won't do this not because | don't want to - quite the opposite in fact” 

Why won't he just leave me alone? | don't have to listen to him. | don't. | don't. 

"We both know if it happened it would eventually lead to some form of attachment. And we cannot afford any 
renewed bond between us; at least | know | can't. Because as much as | would never work with you again, | 
can't go back to being your friend either. Too much harm happened between the two of us and we cannot 
waive it aside. It has become an integral part of my life experience - and I'm sure if you just thought of that, 


you'd realize it is a great part of yours as well" 


"How dare you to speak about me?" 


This question was originally supposed to sound more powerful and definitely not as if | was getting rid of the 
last remains of my resistance. Fuck. | want to be filled with a whole new kind of hate, | want to scream, | want 
to call him inconsistent, because hell, he's already made one bloody exception tonight, he worked with me after 


all, so why.. 


But | know he's right. It doesn't matter | stopped thinking about our past issues long ago - we cannot go back 
to where we were. It's too late, we won't just solve in one night something that has been accumulating for 


years. | hate it. | have always hated having to accept his argument. 


Finally, | reluctantly lift my head and look into his eyes - he's silent and there's a sad smile on his face. Oh, 
just fucking go away already, | know you want to. 
Another surprise. Gently, he pulls me closer yet so that our bodies don't quite touch. Holding my arms in his 


hands, he brings his face close to my right ear. The words that come next are silent but comprehensible. 


"There is not another human being on this planet | would feel about as strongly as | do about you. There are 
also no words in which | could express all my feelings towards you, both the good ones and the bad. | can't 
even tell those emotions apart anymore. You are and you will always be the most intense of what has ever 


happened to me." 


After that, | expect a good-bye kiss, at least a quick peck on the cheek, but instead | feel my arms set free. 
With all my might, | close my eyes as | just don't feel up to seeing him going away - so in the end, these 


words are all he leaves me with in the darkness. 


XE% 

| am laughing. | am laughing so hard | can feel tears burning in my eyes. | wish there were some journalists 
around - Roger Waters, the ex Pink Floyd's dictator now officially insane! But they could accuse me of 
schizophrenia solely - there are no traces of depression, not even the slightest bits. In fact, | haven't been so 
happy for many years. It took me a few minutes to get over this whole manic situation, but finally, everything 
clicked in its place. And no matter what happens next, | am strong again, strong with David's finally revealed 


weakness. 

No more walls, no more self-torment, no more past. There's so much future to take care of. So much to hope 
and to fail. All the joint gigs to come - because screw what you'd said before, now that | know. Yeah, we've 
still got our great deal of way to go together, and sure as hell it won't be a work-oriented journey only. 

And this time, if you will, I'm going to be the guide. 


Just you wait, Mr. Gilmour. Just you wait. 


As | direct my steps towards the noise and light of the mansion, millions of possibilities whirl inside my head. 


